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And the won\en were weeping and
, wringing their hands
For those who will never come back to

the town.

For men must work and women must
weep:

IThere's little to earn and many to keep,
Though the harbor bar be moaning.
This song of Kingsley's comes like

an undertow through the mind at the
beginning and at the end of "I he |
Mayflower," one of four novelettes by
Blasco Ibanez ".vhlch appeared to¬
gether in Spanish in 1914. In the first
chapter and in the last anguished
women run back and forth along the
water's edge walling and praying to
all the saints they trust, cursing, tear¬
ing their hair, blaspheming. And in
the last, In full view of the village
on shore, the newest and the finest
fishing boat in the harbor, the beauti¬
ful Mayflower, puts up a titanic fight
with tha hurricane and monstrous
rolling seas, then goes to her doom
with all on board.
From cover to cover pulses the im¬

manence of the deep. It Is a book of
the sea, the sea of Sorolla's fisher
folk.literally, for Sorolla himself
lived and painted in the Cabanal, the
very village on the Valentim Gulf
where the drama Is laid. It is the tale
of a sea that "lets a man rob her. who
ieads him on and on till he loves her.
And then, some fine day. crash! ana
it's over. And so on from father to
son generation after generation.'
It is a story of "all that miserable
flock of human beings who are born,
live and die on that shore there, know¬
ing nothing of the world that lies jbeyond that blue horizon. . - Men
condemned to ignorance and filth and
danger in order that inland other men
mav sit down before glossy linen table
cloths and feel their moutns water
before a succulent lobsters claw or

a creamy cod swimming In luscious

It Is the tragic history of lives of
crude hardship.Homeric in their sim¬
plicity, their elemental passion an

their sense of reality. Th'oughout
one senses the ominous, as in a Ore
nlav while the wailing premonitions£ he grandmother before the flsMn*
fleet sets out have the identical ejectof the Greek ohorus. Ib^ hlmself
states that there is a savor
historic, of the antique about the lo

i>Sb« folk.
,htak "I the "Id ° .r" mchr ««£ -

f t ho isles thatAndalusia as of
rvrece
of boat,

whore" to hint"a"T;reek encampment of the Heroic

Age. when the trire^s£££«,%'"Taring constantly duplicateconstant!)
ln. th«. boats toSorollas: °xe"

tB« swimmingthe beach.
chlidren on th-iUnfl°h and alt >» d*"lln* *un"*h**beach, and a

Spanish

-
are men of

Mavflower" be-Tho "tory of r
wuUlnR twelveBins when lona.
..,lirn of her^onixed da>s

iaLUPer with twoman. And- h"i * u " .

Detective tale
has two plots

<5HOSTS. By Arthur Crnbb. Tlif Cen¬

tury Company.
If one went to turn for the first time;

to a Dickens novel he mljjht not l>e

surprised to find interwoven throutth
the book two plot*. neither of them
l>earing much relation to the other.

But in turning the pages of a novel
of the present day one doe* not ex¬

pect to find more than a sin«Ie theme,
for. an Wilson Kollett ha.s well pointed
out, the novel hu come to he regarded
somewhat in the light of a "short
story under a microscopeit has
tended to !<eoime briefer, more com-

pact, m<>re unified and more coherent.
Therefore, one is surprised on tak¬

ing- up such a novel as "Ghosts" to

discover thru there are two narrative

On the drawings
of Pamela Bianca

By MARY SIEGRIST.
She will go with you always to

the end,
Child of the dawn and starshine.

ihat still friend
Who walks ami talks with you,

she still will bo
The unerring guide of your fe¬

licity.
We, blundering, cannot shut you

from your heaven
With onr unseeing, for to you i*

given
The key that open* out on fairy

ways.
That leads yon through the arch

of ehildhenrt days.
t'rgr of what world deep poet

pushes through
Your lyric finpers? "What minds

counsel you,
Who need not our dull teaching?

Fair}- child,
Your path is through old sunsets,

woodlands wild,
Where Pan first blew his wiud

swept reed where still
The maids of A ready jro drenin

inj; on some liilL

threads that run side by side, that
rarely Inter««ct and that have no nec-

MMry connection. And thin in spite
of the fart that the book is even
shorter than the average novel of the
present! Dickens might ramble
through a thousand page* to tell two
stork-a within the covers of one novel;
Arthur Crabh has f»one him one better
and has accomplished the feat In a
bare two hundred ami fifty pages. On
the one hand he tell* a love story; on
the other a detective talc; and either
might without difficulty lie isolated
from the other. A young man spend¬
ing the summer at a seaside resort
falls in love with a young widow.
not a stnrtllngly original situation!.
and after some persuasion he over¬
comes her sentimental loyalty to her
dead husband and persuades her again
to enter the matrimonial ring. So far,
so good!.not a record breaking story,
but an Interesting one. and interest¬
ingly told.
The second thetne oonc» rns the theft

of some Jewelry under deeply mysteri¬
ous cirrnmstani e.- anil the discovery
of the theft by that remrkabb- (rim-
inologlst, Samuel Lyle, celebruted in
previous works of Mr. t'rabb. Her#
we have the detective story, pure and
simple, told much In the conventloti tl
way, except for th«> fact that Samuel
I..ylc Is mnr«' human than the con¬
ventional detective. IX course. t<> l>e-
gfn with, we have the most baffling
enigmas to solve, and, of course, in
the end the explanation becomea ah

clear ax day. But somehow we do in it

feel any great concern alanit the stolen
Jewels; the whole situation impress, s

one as more ingenious than RetiuifM'
and one's Interest in the novel Is main¬
tained, not because of the detective
interest, but in spite of it, and on ac¬

count of the more human love theme
which has the stage at least half the
lime.

Wl'ien the Yale nivrsity l'r<ss
recently aetlt notices of "Studi"* in
Honor of MaUrlt" Hloomfleld" -to

scholars in nil parts of th'' world a

i rofessor In Budapest answered as fol¬
lows: "I cannot allow myself the
pleasure of procuring this interesting
and precious volume whose price of
six dollara means In our money l."»00-
2.O00 crowns; that la to say, Just half
of my annual salary." It is needleas
to add that the publisher* »nnt him a

complimentary copy.

Joseph Conrad, If he has carried out
his Intentions, Is now spending a "holi¬
day of saturation" at Corsica In the
atmosphere of the new Napoleonic
novel which he plans to write.

small children. The wreck of her hus¬
band's boat lias drifted back into the
harbor with its owner's body emptied
and rotting: in the hold. How she, con¬
trives to convert the hulk into a "beach
tavern and "live on Easy Street," as
the translator expresses it (wno is to
be commended for his use on occasion
of idiom appropriate to the character
of the people depicted l: how her boys
grow up utterly different in tempera¬
ment, the one "a puddingh».ari" and
the other "a scamp"; how they marry,
and how inevitably their wives hate
each other.this is the groundwork of
the tale.

Ibanez is an unblinking portrait
painter and every one of his charac¬
ters lives: enterprising Tona, who fell
in love and was deserted in the days
of her Indian summer with little un¬
wanted golden haired Roseta as the
result (one wonders why Roseta is not
allowed to die off. unless it is just for
her own personality); Pasqualo, "the
puddinghead," phlegmatic, taciturn,
trusting, hard working, conscientious,
"el llanut"; Dolores, his buxom, pet¬
ted. vain and pretty wife; Tonet, "the
scamp," his mother's favorite and fa-
vorite with all women, bonny, irre¬
sponsible, thoroughly selfish, cruel;
and Rosario, wistful, friendless, goaded
to desperation, an abject figure.
Tonet's wife, whom he abuses and who
slaves for him night and day.
One of the strongest scenes is the

hand to hand encounter between the*c
two housewives, when Spanish Bill¬
ingsgate filled the tir. There H also a

lengthy description of a smuggling
trip to Algiers when an overloaded,
unseaworthy hulk at night on .stormy-
seas eluded the Government's pur¬
suers.
Yet graphic and dramatic as the tale

is throughout, it heaves with momen¬
tum toward th»> end when Pasquaio
suddenly realizes that what everybody
has been saying for years about his
wife and his brother is true, that even
little Pasqualet is not his child, but
Tonet's. After a night if madness, in
his frenzy he stubbornly, in the very
teeth of the dread "levante," puts to
sea with his brother, little Pr>squalet
and several sailors aboard. And other
fishermen, not to be outdone, follow
with curses.
"As the tornado struck t.ie May¬

flower," runs the tale, "the vessel went
over on her beam ends as though a

giant hand had seized her by tin-
keel and were trying to roll ner over.
The water came up over the lee tail
almost to the hatches. The great
lateen sail was flat on the sea like a
sheet. Then as the vessel righted
again, down again, and again."
"The waves piled up lwhir.d her

steep as walls, the tops blowing off
every one of them and crashing down
on her decks in a deafening roar."
And, finally, "the Mayflower was at

the bottom of a great gully In the sea.
From behind a huge roller cf black
shining water was curling; au«1 a back
wave Just as high was rushing the
other way. The boat would b" ' caught
between them as they met."

It seemed minutes before it was

over, though the crash was instanta-
neous. With a horrible crunching and
wrenching of timber, the Mayflower
went down into a boiling caldron, and
when she came to the surface again
her deck was level and clean as a
scow's. Pasqualo thought he raw the
blanched face of tio Batiste look'ng up
at him out of the water for .t second.1

Then that had gon«.\ It about,
over now. And Pasyualo said to him¬
self that it was well. This has been
God's way of saving a good man from
murder.

Mut it was not over. Tonot .-urldenly
bethought him of a life belt intended
for little Pasqualet, his own fon, and
insolently and defiantly attempted to
put it on. Then it was that Pasqualo's
"thirst for vengeance was awu.iged."
As a work of art "The Mayflower"

has a cohesion and convincing realism
lacking in "The Four Horsemen." It

is not only very much shorter In the
number of paces but there is a swift
directness lacking in the other. It
also benefits in the absence of lifeless
mouthpieces whoso sole purpose is t<>
summarize this or that point of view.
"The Mayflower" rather hat the

characteristics of "The Cabin." In ad¬
dition to its vivid truth to life her'
again he touches on the two themes
of pity for the pariah, the.p < parlous
cruelty in mankind and the oofradlnp
influence of ignorance and grinding
toil.

The luxury of martyrdom
THE NARROW HOISE. By Mrs. Eve¬

lyn Scott. Boni & hiverlght.
If Mrs. Scott were present at a

masked ball she could read the char¬
acters of the aaacmbly merely by look¬
ing at their eyes. She has an un¬

canny faculty for fretting on the in¬
side of another person's mentality
and character. "The Narrow House"

m ' «j SSgSS "-if .-: m ' m

hud misjudged him would repent and
s*y that ly- was a fine manly fellow.
Winnie, the young wife of this story,
was rather pleased with her status of
Invalid because It gave her the center
of the stage with no speciul effort on

her part and allowed the compietest
gratification of her whims. She knew
that it would be dangerous for her

Evelyn Scott.

Is unusual for its powers of analysis
in these days when every hovelist is
a disciple of the psycho-analysis.
The most cheerful thin* in human

nature i» the fact that In a drab and
cheerless world so many people ac-

quire a taste for drabno$* and cheer¬
lessness. It Is a virtuous taste, for
those who succumb to it can label it
duty. Those who have not the courage

to break away from their chains can

pride themselves on their force of
character.
Tom Sawyer, in his depressed mb-

ments, used to enjoy the thought nf
his funeral and how the people who

to bear another child, but Hhe com¬

pelled her husband to yield to hrr
desire, and accomplished her destiny.
The birth of the child which kills the
mother is described in more detail than
any ot*tetrloal event since the advent
of l'aul Domhey. It Is of a piece
with the realism of the hook.
However, Mrs. Scott has not pro¬

gressed very far beyond the Pollyanna
standard, and she succumbs to the
American demand for a happy ending,
not only in the dentil of young Mrs.
Farrell, hut also in the suicide (if the
unhappy and unpleasant daughter ot
the house.

Borderland moods in verse
RESURRECTING MFE. By Michael

Strange. With Drawings hy John
Harrvmore. Alfred A. Knopf.

Reviewed by
BENJAMIN DE CASSERES.

I* wan the lute Rcmy de Gourmont
whu complained of the lack of ob¬

scurity nmonR French writers. Clar¬

ity was. he said, positively a vice

among them. It wan often an affecta¬
tion. Obscurity is legitimate. The

greatest truths' are not ^elf-evMent.
They arc paradoxical In form. If
clarity In expression is the Ipgh'st
form of literature then the new*no per
editorial is the final form of litera¬
ture.
Obscurity ui writing has a lieauty

peculiar to Itself. The Involved mind
has Its special validity. The Ingrow- |
Iiik style of a Mai tarme, a Browning
or a Henry James. has a m> ^terlous
music that we never hear In the
kings of clarity. The hitihly ctiliurt d
mind, moreover, is not a single scroll!
but a palimpsest. It is full of double
exposures, triple exposures, endless
sup<-r Impositions.
The poetry of Michael Strang*! is

itfteri obscure to flat minds. 1 have
found the greatest delight In this oi>-
scurlty of style, image and meaning
t Is like a verbal ramble with Hoory
nn.es, Walter Pater or Joseph Con* I

rad. Her previous volumes gavs us!
glimpses Into the soul of a very un-

usual person -a person with borderland
moods and somnambulistic visions.
When reviewing her first hook I said
that her iwwms "touch you remotely
at first like nightmare fingers. Vou
«o i>ack to study them. to concentrate
on them, to marry them."

In her latest U*»k. "llesurreetlinj
Life,'' she has come nearer the .'ore
of her genius. No more than her pre¬
vious ones ran these new poems l>c
read lightly at a slttine. or merely
"for the pleasure of reading." They
must be lingered over, followed like
flying shadows.
They emit Plake, Whitman.

Nietzsche, I'oe, Sappho, Cubism. De-
buwy. They are poems of deeadence,
which Is the flower of symbolism, the
last refinement of spiritual and sensu¬

ous emotion. There is a line in one of'
these poems."and as some purple
waterfall -, erupting from the moon's I

vague crescent".that gives me the'
key of them hII. Or."The History of
M«* along spherical alleyway* of ui>-

upokon iiKf--'
Hero Is a poem. "To Claude Debus-

»iy'H La Grt>tte." that la characteristic:

Your son it.
As the halo of mysterioua oxotic Inten¬

tion
Hrlftlpg In pntpltnttm; echoes
O'er the pallid oval
Of night-closed llowm,

Vour sonic.
Am the increasing shimmer
of some empilslt" nenrness.
Clad In tln.*«* steel-dark folia
Of sinister funoj.

And oner more your sorg
As thi- moaning hush of a human soul
Keoodhnir.from the LHvlne .\y>ment.
And the perfume of the Beautiful In

the "Vision".a combining >f Blake,
Roaettl plus Michael Strang--:

! will follow the Inward chime
Back through empurpling ups of con¬

cave h II la-
Hack through a swaying lot of drowned

faces.
(All fastened ind by nightmare pain

in'o the sedge of memoty).
Hack beyond thonegative rivers stilled

past ewreag.
And out at last among brightening

grnsses.
. Iras*.-* rushing up Into hills.peaks.
An.I up frum the«w» through a fume of

clouds.aye, at last Into eth»r.
Kther- bright with those silver tracks of

planet-Visiting angels.
And austerel) fmrrant from the trailing

of their doom-lined .carv**.
Aye.out Into ether humming from the

dart of Ktar*.
P^aken by a choral thunder.
t'ntll at la.'t uppearln* among arching

naves
Tl.ese as'-endlnu in architectural J"t».
And arrested in vast fouming col Ia of

livid lane -

And when' nliirglng at the furthest
eiiil of distance.

Tho Kucharlst.chromatic-rayed
And hnldf « forth Its Mystic Tenant.
Of Transfigured Heat.

Michael Strange la purely artsto-
cratlc. There is nothing here for the
"crowd."
The two ilrawing." by .lohn Barry-

more are startling In conception and
execution, one thinks of Hlnke and
Odllon fiction when looking at them.
Mr. Harrymore Is as great an artist
as he is att actor.

The Book Factory
By EDWARD ANTHONY.
MEWiY-OO-ROFNDELAY.

1 live on a merry-go-round,
Cn.itt ibutini/ Mound

To the jolly biiml.
I play on a batten d lyre,
Miiius a wire.

At your command.

'IIn re's a horn* land he. doesn't need
hay).

A black or o grey,
For each of im.

Though / ride him poorly, mine
In a nay divine.

Old Pegasus
. . »

Of most anonymous book* it may
l»* «aid that everybody knows who
wrote Vm and nobody cares.

NO?

A Kaunas newspaper recently cred¬
ited the authorship of "The Autocrat
tif the Breakfast Table" to Mary J.
Holmes. Nonsense. The book is by
)i>hn Haynes Holmes.

. . *

NOVELIZED MOVIES.
Overheard at a movie house where

'The Four Horsemen of the Apoca¬
lypse" was playing: "Some pitcher.
Ml. Hear they've made a book out
>f it."
"The Four Horsemen" is not the

.illy movie that has the distinction of
being: available Ui book form. "The
Three Musketeers," the motion picture
in which Douglas Fairbanks is now

l>eing featured, has been novelized by
i writer named Dumas, who ha* ad¬
mirably caught the spirit of the film.
The noveiization may be had at all
book stores.

. . *

N< rriCE.

The other day we received a spirit
message from Thackeray's Barry Lyn¬
don to the effect that Don Marquis'*
i'apt. Peter Fitzur.se is a long lost won

of his. If Capt. Fitzurse will com-
muni«ate with this department we will
give iiim his father's address.

. . .

INDENTATION IK VEXATION.

In Sir Arthur Quliler-Oouch's excel-
lent "On the Art of Reading" the fol-
lowing quotation is made:
As up he icings the spiral stair,
A song of light, and pierces air

With fountain ardour, fountain play,
To reach the shining tops of day.
Note the indriitt-d couplets Ian or¬

namental touch on the part of the
printer, no doubt.)
There seems to l>e a popular notion

that all poetry should be indented
whether the rhyme-scheme calls far
It or not. Prominent among those
who share this belief are the birth¬
day card and calwidar poets.

. . .

SPRING IN BUCKET'S IMX1K SHOP.
"I heNitatc to mention it, Mr.

Bnckel." says Mr. Flick, the Head
'"lerk, "but I know you'll understand.
Other employers mightn't, but I know
you will; in fact. I'm sure you will.
At hint I decided not to go through
with it. but then I thought. "

"What's on youi miml Mr Flick?"
nays Mr. Bucket to Ids plainly Mustered
Head Clerk. "Why -all the prelim-j
i na ries

"It's pretty hard to say what I want
to say. I can't seem to phrase it. The
words don't come. I.
"Take your time, young man." says

Mr. Hui'kH pleasantly. "It's a dull
day and you've got th<- whole after¬
noon to say il In. And here's my
Koget if that will help you: and the
dictionary and the Putnam Word
Book."
"Thanks. You «e»\ it's lii<e this: the

other day.gosh, I can't say it. Per¬
haps I'd better not mention it after
all. It will sound so stransr<>."

"Strange? What are you drlv'ng at
Mr Flick?"

"Well, first of all, I want a week off
You see "

"That doesn't sound strange; it
sounds familiar."

"It's my purpose that will sound
strange."

"Well, state It."
"I'm writing a book of verse."
"WHAT?"
"T'm writing a l*iok of verse, sir."
"You, Ferdinand K. Flick of Bucket's

Book-shop, are repeat It, please, I
want to get It stra'ght."
"I'm writing a bok of verse, Mr.

Buckel. Verse.V-e-r-s-e."
"I thought you ssifd that, but I

wasn't sure. Well, well, well!"
"And I want a week off to complete

it. The first three poems and the title
are finished."
"Of course you may have the week

off. I have always encouraged the
artistic ambitions of my employees.
Good luck to you. young man. even

though you ar»- a hit unreasonable."
"Unreasonable? In what 'way?"
"Well, It oughtn't tr. take a week to

write a ls>ok of vense. I'll l>et that
new one by Michael Ktrane»> didn't
take an afternoon to write. But take
a week. As long ns you are going "<n
for j>oetry you might as well take your'
time al>out it and do a good Job"
"Thank you so much. Mr. Ftuckel.

1 knew jou'd understand,"
"Oh, you're welcome, young man

|Book Exchange
/

HtCtlKKT «'A*M rnt'TS TAU> FOR
rrr?|»!¦'.. Hid .m»ll ln>- fconlM.
En y.lopiedla Brlta-inl<-®. 11 edition, Book
nf Kiic«|.-rtg» and »rr.i of stamlatd author*
pnr'I'iitBrly wanted Cnll* tn*d» anywher*.
TH<»MK * kB-'N. INC., JM bar, lay Ht.. N. T.
I'li.nt soc.2 Cortianrit

FOB 3At,E
Clf-'f I.tftT! !,.-.'*> vol i, Id In
1F M. WtM.t.VO, 21.12 PIno «t I'hiln

;uitll> fur llbmrli " mid <'<>IU I'tor*.

k Exchange
j

Before you go.how'd you set the
fover, anyhow?"
"John Burroughs. j-m ush&mcd to

admit it, but 1 hadn't read a lint' of
this great man s stuff until after his>.
death. Well, in one of the obituaries
there waa a quotation from his works
in which he says that every ma« is a

poet. There never was a man. he
claims, that didn't have romp poetry
in him. Go to nature, says he. and
.he poetry will come out. So last Sun¬
day 1 went for a walk in ISronx Park
and in an hour I had the scenarios for
three poems on paper."
"Wonderful! This being The I^and

of the Free Verne, I suppose that's
your medium, is it .not?"
"Wrong. They're rhymed, and, with

the aid of Brawler Mathews's 'A Study
of Versification,' I've managed to makt>,
'em metrical."

"Well, goodby and do a good job."
"Yes, sir. Goodby."
Editor's Note: After much effort

this department succeeded in secur-1
ing Mr. Flick's permission to print the
three poems mentioned above. They
follow this note. All are nature poems.
Evidently the rest of the volume will
be in the same strain, as the title, we

are reliably informed, will l>e "Mother
Nature."

THREE POEMS
By

Ferdinand K. Flick.
VOICES

(At the Zoo),
Hear the little sparrows cry hi k
Cheep! rh-ep! cheep! ehrtp! rheep!

. keep !
Hear the little chickens sishlruc.

I'eep! pi i p ' pup! pup! prep! prep!
Hear the cuckoo's .-'ons oVrflowing.
Koo! koo! koo! koo! koo! koo!

Hear tin- gentle eHttle lowing.'
M»o! moo! moo! moo! moo! moo!

Cheep! cheep t koo! koo! prep! prep!
moo! moo !

Sweeter sounds are very few.
Kach one is a pretty call.
And I love them one and all !

Tilt; BUTTERFLY.
Kt-f the pretty butterfly
Fly from limb to limb.

We'd be happy, you and I,
If we could fly like him.

YEARNING.
Hark to the hum of the be<>.

And the crlck-orlck-crick of the cricket.
Tb^se aounds are so pleasing to me

I tlihik 1 shall move to the thicket.

Negro stories
minus problem

FURTHER E. 1< MEANS. G P. Put¬
nam's Sons.
A race which has come through a

painful experience is anxious to forget
al<out it as soon aq possible. The
American nesro is no exception. His
face is toward the future. He is apt
to lie a bit oversensitive. If he is

articulate at all he is apt to resent
dialect, and perhaps even to be
ashamed of' the tclory songs which in
the days of slavery were the expres¬
sion of his nice. For this reason

white men have written the best short
stories about his race. The world
would be much poorer if ,l<»e| Ohati-
dler H ir r is had not written the stories
ol t'nelc Kemus. It is fortimate that
there is a man now living who ap¬
preciates the literary possibilities of
the present day Southern negro.
A clergyman in l<ouisiana has so

ld<-nlifled hlmm»lf with stories of this
race that he does not give his Isioks
any other title than his name. The
f lories de| ict actual conditions. They
show the average Southern negro, in¬
dolent. ignorant but contented and
toyal to certain choson whites with a

loyalty that smacks of feudalism. As
stories th«-y are extremely successful,
lor there is a laugh on every pace.
The laugh is at times achieved by a

stretching of the humor to a farcical
extent. Those who do not accept the
1 >ook's viewpoint may criticise it for
that reason. However, despite their
crudity and overstraining for effect,
fuse slori«-s are nnu irnv caricatures.
I hey .ire written bv a maji who really
understands and likes and sympathizes
witli the negro as he knows him

It is rumored about that Bill Hart,
the moving picture idol, has retired
from the screen for good and that he
Intends to devote htmsi lf entirely to
fiction. But rumor hasn't said Whether
William S. Hart will two-itun his way
through fiction as well a« he did
through the movies!

Modern British
novel justifies
Taine's theory

JENNY ES8ENDEN. By A' th-.nv
Pryde. Robert II. Mi-Bride & Co.

In the opening chapter of his book
Oil "Modern Life" in the "History of
English Literature" Taine dincuiuies
the British novel of manners of which
the authors "renounce free invention,
narrow themselves to scrupulous e\

actness; pakit with infinite detail cos¬

tumes and places, changing: nothing,
mark little shades of language: are

not disgusted by vulgarities or plati¬
tudes." "Englishmen." he continues,
"have a special craving; they decile
that the novel, like all other things,
should contribute to their great work--
the amelioration of man and societ>
They ask from it the. glorification of
virtue and the chastisement of vice."
And in the succeeding division of his
great work, the book devoted to

"Modern Authors," Taine gives these
two examples from Dickens's novels as

to how this special rule must be car¬
ried. Thus he writes:

"It you venture on a seduction, as

in 'Copperfleld.' you do not relate the
progress, ardor, intoxication of love:
you only depict its miseries, despan
and remorse. . . If ki'Hard Times'
the wife treads on the border of crime,
she shall check herself there. If in
'Dombey and Son' she flees from her
hus and's roof, she remains pure, only
incurs the appearance of crime, and
treats her lover in such a manner that
th«- reader wishes to be the husband."

it seems curious to find to-day in
contemporary British fiction a novel
that so absolutely follows out this
British convention set 'orth by Taine
.is does Anthony Pryde's "Jenny Es-
:-'i.den." So far as we know this is
ih.- second novel by this author to b
published here, the first one l>ei<iK
"Marqueray's Duel," a tale of ex

traordinary originality and power.
Men, It appears. Interest Mr. Pryde
more than do women. For just as in
'.he first book two men were its chief
interest so in this second one is the
i-ame convention followed. In fad
many conventions of British fiction
.ire repeated in these pages.
Mark Sturt, the hero, hard-heade.l

>usiness man ajid Member of Parlia¬
ment, and his twin brother, Lawrence,
iepcat the moral tale set forth by
Hogarth in the "Industrious and Idle
apprentice." The skating party at the
Kf rrier's country house is 'a serious
version of the morning on the ice at

Dinglej Dell in "Pickwick Papers."
The saving of Mark from the hands
of Jenny by his "wife in name only"
's a novelist's device that Only could
l-avc !>een produced in England
American fiction is charged by many
critics with being banal. It is not eas\
t- recall an American novel with a

final episode so extraordinarily com-

r-onplaee as is this of Anthony lYvde*
with Mark Sturt saying to his butler
v-ilet: "Oh, there you are, Henham.
This is Mrs. Sturt. your new mistress,
fl.e is going to stay the night so we

must see what we can do to make her
omfortable." Stanley's famous "Dr.

Livingstone, I presume," was not more
f-« lf-conscious and fearfuj of betraying
human emotion.
The story of "Jenny Essenden" is

; rimarily that of a party of four.
Mirk Sturt and his brother Lawrence.
Malsie Archdale and Jenny. While
.»lark and l^awrence are visiting at
i he country house of the Ferners
Mnisle Archdale proposes to Mark that
!"<- marry her privately for u secret
reason that is not to be explained to
Mm. They are to spend a week to¬
gether In a remote cottage by th<> sea

prd then part. In spite of the fact
.hat he is a hard-headed business man
f r.d practical politician. Mirk agrees
to this preposterous proposal. The>
ate married, travel separately to th<
cottage, live apart there for .1 week
and then separate. Knowing that
-Ip.rk was a rich bachelor and that h<
was momentarily taking: a holiday In
Normandy, Jenny Essendpn went in

pursuit of him, Jenny being what is
et-lied in tnovleland "a vamp." Since
Jenny was rich, lovely, alluring, and
hrut a really excellent chef, what more
natural than that Mark Sturt should
fell? To the days in Normandy suc¬

ceeded more days in Jenny's Ixindon
N'me. in Oreene street, where Mark
» at the recogni7,ed unofficial master.
Jenny's Jealousy causes her to create
a political scandal by giving to a I*on-
c'on newspaper a confidential note sent
to Mark by the leader of his party
."o save him Maisle goes to Marl.'
London flat as his wife. The morel
situation has been saved ss well as the
political, as Taine declared the British
p'thHc Insisted must be done.
The flatness of this climax does

nr thing to relieve the lack of morals
of the two women concerned in the
tale, and the hcavyhandedness of its
telling.

.t \m i I n< Ihi <irtiml Canyon arttl of A ntionol
Politic l»j Ihi author of "Still Jim."

HONORE WILLSIE'S

THE
ENCHANTED
CANYON

A he-man for hero whmw rise from the slums of New York to power
in Washington politics and the Canyon's part in his carcer.in
pictured surely and convincingly; a beautiful desert heroine, an

inimitable negro servant, and other live men and women are the
people of this satisfying story. Sri $2.00.
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